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The HiJIory of \ 

Andcomes notin,ouer-ruldeby prophecies, 

I feare the power of Percy is to weake. 

To wagean inftant triall with theKing. 

SinJbl,\Nh v, my good Lord.you needc not feare, 
Thereis DouglasandLord Mortimer. 
tsfreh. No, Mortimer is not there. 

SirCM. But there is MordakejVernonjLord Harry Percy 
And there is my Lord of Worcefter, and a head 
Ofgallant ivarriours, noble gentlemen. 
tArch, Andfo there is, but yet the king hath drawne 
1 hefpcciall head of al the land together, 

1 he Prince of Wales,LordIohnofLancafter, 

The noble Weftmerland.and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuales and deare men 
Of efiimarion,and command in armes. 

StrM. Doubt not my L.he fliall befell oppos’d 
^rc/7,1 hoperioldIe,yet,needfull t’isto feare. 

And to preuent the word, fir Mighell, fpeede: 

L°r if Lord Percy thriue not ere the King 
Difmitle his power, he sneanes to vifit vs & 

Tor hehathheardofontconfederacy, * 

And,tis nut wilcdome to make ffrong a^ainff himt 
T herforemake hall I mule go write againe 
To other friendcs & fo farewell, lir Mfghell. Exeunt , 
En'erthe King, PrirXe of wales .Lord John of L ancafter , 

Earle of Weftmerlandfitr Walter!* luni audFalftalfe, 

King, How bioudily thefunlie begins to peare, 

Aboueyon buskyhi!l,thcday lookspale 
At his diftemperature. 

Prince! he Sou theme wind 
Doth play the trumpet tohispurpofes, 

And by hollow whiftlingin theJeaues, 

Lore t els a-ttmpeft and a bludring day. 

7Cw^.Thfn,with thelpfersJot it fimpathize. 

Lor nothing can feemefoule tothoiethat winne,. 

1 he trumpet founds, Enter Worcefter . 

Kino. How now ,my LordofWorcePcrftis not well, 
i hat you and lfhouidme«tevpon/uch marines, 
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Henry the fourth , 

As now we mecte.You hauedeceiude our trull, 

And made vs doffeoureafte robes of peace, 

To crufh our old Urns in vngentle fleele: 

This is not well,my Lord,this is not well. 

Whatfayyouto it? will you againe vnknit 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred warf 
And rootle inthat obedient orbe againe, 

Whercyou did giue afaircand naturall light, J 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a po r tent 
Of brochedmifchiefe to the vnborne times! 

Wor, Heareme.my Liege; 

Formine owne part,I could be wellcontent 
To entertaine the lag end of my life 
With quiet boures. For I proteft, 

I haue not fought the day bfthisdiflike, 

Kmg. You haue not fought it*, how comes it then! 

Tat, Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 

Pm Peace, chc wet peace. 

Wsr.It plcafde your Maiefty to turne your lookes 
Offauour,frommy felfe,andallourhoufe. 

And yeti muftremember you my Lord; 

We were the firfl: and deareff ofyour friends. 

For you my ftaffe of office did 1 breake, 

IntRichardscime,& polled day and night 
To meety on on the way,and kifle your hand. 

When yet you were in place,and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I. 

It was my felfe,my brother and his fonne 
That brought you home, and boldly did outdate 
The dangers of the timc.Y cu fwore to v s, 

And you did fweafe that oth at Pancaft er 
That you didnothing purpofe gainft the ffate 
Norclaime no further .then your newfalne right, 

The feat of GauntjDukedomc of Lancafler, 
fo this, we fwore our aidetbut in fbortfpace 
Itraind downfortune fliowring on your head. 

And fuch a fioud of greatnes fell ©n you, 
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